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Satire shoiuld like a polish’d :azor keen, 
Wound wth a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapvy Monta6vue. 
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Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures ars parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 


ten as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere ’ 
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Seymour having been reposing upon his oars for the last werk 
has made a strong pull in order to fetch himself up in his cha- 
His 


representation of Althorp in the garb and trappings of an idiot, 


racter of assassin in general of all political quackery. 


is perhaps one of the highest, because one of the most vora- 


cious efforts of his pencil, inasmuch as the truth of a caricature 
is ulwavs one of the best tests of its merit. With his custom- 
ary tact in these matters, Seymour has been determined to 
spare our labour, and has sent forth to the world a design that 
is its own comment. Who can misunderstand the intention of 
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the artist in placing the Chaucellor of the Exchequer in the 
position wherein he is here viewed, sucking the Poor Law Bill, 
by way of a lollipop, though by the bye is likely to prove a 
The 


placed with the Times hanging on his neck like a millstone, is 


bitter one in the end for him. situation in which he is 
a crafty allusion at the drubbing he has recently experienced 
in that paper, which at one time was one of his warmest advo- 
cates. As we are aware that all the Members of the Ministry 
devour this work at their breakfast, taking as it were an inter- 
preter with a mouthful of tea, aud an anchovy by way of sand- 
wich between two brevities, knowing as we do this, we will not 
affect the appetites of any of them by any farther comment on 
the predicament in which Seymour has been facetiously pleased 


to deposit their candid colleague. 


INTERPRETER. 


The See at Low Water. 

We are authorised to state that the Archbishop of Canterbury gave 
his last public dinner at Lambeth palace, on Saturday last, the 17th 
instant.—Morning Herald, 

The prelate has evidently been going at the business of 
hospitality, rather too freely, and finds it necessary to draw in 
for the purposes of retrenchment. The father-in-God seems 
to have been, in vulgar language, over-running the constable, 
aud he now deems it expedient to announce that he intends 
declining dinner-givings, and public blows-out for the future. 
We regret extremely that he should be compelled to make so 
public « matter of his inability to give any more dinners at 
present. 

Benevolences of Nature. 

The general appearance of the hop plantations in this neighbourhood 

is promising, the bines growing kindly and looking fresh aud vigorous,— 


Hlereford Journal. 


W. Molineux, Printer, 13, Rolie Baildinge, Fetter Lane, 
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There isa species of healthful twaddle about this paragraph 
which is perfectly inspiring to the commentator on its absurd: ity. 
It is a piece of matter of fact agricultural news dressed up in 
the Leigh Hunt style of phraseology. It is in fact the very 
poe try of the plantations, and shows a charming instance of the 
Muse haunting the hop gardens. What can be more poetically 
pretty than the idea of attributing Avndness to hops. It is so 
appropriate yet sonew. Kind hops, must be exceedingly at- 
tractive, and we shall probably ere long find the same poetic 
diction applied to all the produce of the earth, so that the cos- 
termonger will be crying his ‘* benevolent onions,” which is 
perhaps as pertinent and a ‘more gentlemanly than the 


summer cry of * blackguard cherries. 


GEMS OF THE EAST. 





Inder this attractive title we have this week got together a 
budget of civic wit, unrivalled for its raciness in the annals of 
facetia. It conbines gems of poctry and prose relating exclu- 
sively to the land of the East, so fertile in venison, bad puns, 
and fat Aldermen. By way of an exordium we will give the 
following splendidly deseriptive introductory effusion. Every 
one remembers Byron’s lines commencing with the words that 
open the lines below, but the former must now for ever yield 
to the latter in popularity 


Know ye the land that’s in gourmands so fertile, 
With stomachs so full but so empty in pate ¢ 

Where the delicate, tempting, green fat of the turtle, 
Now melts in the mouth, and now shakes in a plate. 


Where the steam of the meats, and the viands that fume. 
O’erpower the sense of each cit. in the room ; 
Where the ven’son is found every palate to suit, 

And the Alderman’s tongue is by feeding kept mute. 


"Tis the land of the East—’tis the place of the Mayor, 
Can he eat half the dinners they cook for him there ? 
No: unnoticed as Laurie’s wild shriek of farewell, 
Are half of the dishes they serve up so well. 


The next gem of the East with which we shall favour our 
readers, is a speech by Lord Farebrother, spoken on his first 
accession to the civie throne, on the occasion of his presiding 
at a dinner in celebration of cattle stuffing. The city grandees 
had met to rejoice over the achievement of a terrifically fat 
ox, the largest animal ever known, and they kept in view the 
object of the meeting by ni blew of themselves the greatest 
beasts possible. Here is the speech, it is couched in dignified 
aud royal terms, for every Lord Mayor imagines himself a 
sovereign. ‘The oratorical effort was in returning thanks for 
his health having been drunk, 

My People —Though my helth is ginerally drinked whereve: 
I appens to git, yet this here onour, what you’ve done me now, 
exceeds, 1 may say (when I kinsiders the licker) double Xeeds 
all the tributes what have been offered to me since my acces- 
sion to the may-o-royalty, ‘The onerable chap on my left, 
Lord Althorp, is a me mber of the government, and his presence 
here prove s that my ally King William (Vest End Bill, as my 
vife calls him), is not gellus of my rt My people, as long 
as I cits upon the sivick thrown, [ shall be happy, and inelud- 
ing the Kween, I may say we shall be two appy to see you at 
dinner as often as you likes to kum; and it will be my pride, 
to the Jatest our of my lite, to cram beasts of all sorts. as a 
mark of my esteem for this here society.”’ This address was 
received with S82 times 4, and the King of the Cockneys was so 
agitated that, in the enthusiasm of the moment, he gracefully 
blew his nose upon the tablecloth. 

Our next gem is one which we furnish with peculiar pleasure, 
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inasmuch as it gives us an opportunity at the same time of 
amusing our readers and evincing our gallantry. Nothing cans 
give us greater pleasure than doing justice at once to 
female beauty and enlivening the pages of this periodical, At] 
who remember Moore’s lines commencing as these which follow 
commence, must be struck by the superiority of the latter, 
though we think the richness of the subject somewhat detracts 
from the merit of the poet. The effusion is one of a coilec- 
tion of 
Lays of the Cockney Female oe 


There’s a beauty forever unchangingly f 

W ith a stomach like Barel: ay and Pe sina’, s vat, 
Swelling out, swelling ont, so that last time I found her, 
It ie me ten minutes or more to walk round her. 


Oh! yes, ’tis a beauty precisely like this, 

That made dear Mrs. Scales such a creature of bij 

With a sleekness that like of the old sow who lays 

Ii the mud on November’s most dirty of days. 

A terrible fleshiness, sueh as is found, 

In a person whose stomach hangs down to the ground : 

A ningnidity giving a grossness that flies, 

From the chin to the cheeks, from the cheeks to the eyes 
For such is the terrible fat that prevails 

Qn the carcase of dear Mrs. Alderman Seales. 


Turn we now from poetry to prose, aud refer OUPF readers 


to the following unetuonus extract from a Coekney Court Jour- 
nal intended for private circulation ouly, and treating the dig- 
nitaries of the East End as a court and an aristocraey Thi 


extracts we have made refer to the supposed rural residence © 
the cockney troop at Hampstead, and their movemenis in th 
tashionable season of that suburban neighbourhood : 

We have been very gay here during the week, principal): 
owing to the presence of his Civic Majesty, Ring Pare} rh . 
the First, who has been staying with Queen F., the little uns 
and a nursery-maid, at a delig rhtful outhouse about a mile from 
the Heath, the buildin: x having been fitted up with 2 table and 
every ashen eopvenience for the reception of the illustrien: 
family. We are happy to observe the demonstrations of aife 
tion and loyalty with which their Cockney Majesties are ever 
where received by the inhabitants of Hampstead and its vie inity 
indeed, no part of the family ever walks out without a crowd of 
dirty but loyal boys, who follow at the heels of civic royalty 
with shouts of enthusiasm at onee rude and affectionate. Lord 
Farebrother took an airing upon a donkey for four hours, en 
Thursday. 

Lady Farebrother visited the pound upon the Heath on 
Wednesday morning, and expressed herself perfectly satistied 
with the arrangements that had been made for detaining an 
aged sow, found straying in the vicinity. Her Majesty, with 
her characteristic benevolence, ordered the unhappy brute a 
sood feed of wash, which was administered by the parish be: 
dle, assisted by the other authorities. 

Lord Farebrother ealled ont the local militia on Thursday 
morning. It is, at present, only one strong; but Lord Fare- 
brother was highly delighted with hés disciplin ne, and, afte: 
talking with the veteran for nearly two hours, his Majesty con- 


descending ly pulle ed out his own tobacco- stopper, which he 


bestowed as a mark of his royal regard upon the regiment. 
Lady Laurie and Miss Ar aminta Laurie walked and rode fo: 
some time upon the Heath ye sterday, 
We are sorry to have to record an accident that might have 
heen sefious, which happened to one of the Cockney Princesses, 
Miss Julia Matilda Farebrother. She had just mounted he: 


donkey, to take six penn’orth between Haverstock Hilland the 


Mother Red Cap, when the animal, who was lame of a for 
leg, started off at a brisk hop in the direction of the pavement 


~~ 


re 
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‘The Princess retained her seat with great skill, and presence of 
mind, for a short distance: but an omnibus coming by at the 
moment, the poor animal was to startled that it flew up against 
a wall at the side, and so jerked the Princess that she was 
thrown flying into the re with a somerset unequalled in the 
recollection of the oldest inhabizan Fortunately she fell upon 
her head, aud thus had so westta ng soft tocome down upon. Had 
it been any other parc of her person, there is no Knowing what 
have been the sommue ience. ‘The nursery-maid came 
speedily to her assi the young lady was much in- 
debted to the gallantry of the young Mr. Tomkins (son of the 
butcher living spot) who, with great delicacy and 
with a go of brandy, 

home in a state 


hivant 


micht 
stanee, aud 


near thie 
immediately at her side 
ranidly, and was carried 


7s ‘ ° ‘ 
yorteness, was 


which she a: VAY it] raved 
of insensibility. 


Alderman Harm 


’s family is expected shortly, a bed-room 


ind the use of a kitehen having been already secured in the 
ret mitie reeesses of Po id-strer : 


Scales gave a cribbage party 
uid the rest of the ae" 
and every 


The Honourable Mis. Siichael 
to the turnpike-eman, the watehman, 
ft was thin! y att ended, 
body got very drunk ia the early part of the evening. 
Sir Charles Flower, who ts bald, is staying here, as he says, 
“ fresh h has beard so much about, 
to do without one, 
in a few days, 
Pricilla 
and is to open the 
be assisted by 


‘ oe + . \ ’ h gas 
stead Pobgscers, ou Mo baal Vy. 


te get some of the atv” We 


,7 


lie s ays he hates a wig, and hopes soon 


key will give an onion feast 
Lady IA. 


1 ese ~% 
rie ceca On, 


His Excelleney 


} ee i. a? 
to celebrate his marriage with Miss [Isabella 
3 ° , aS 
Viaria Key will come out upon 
! 


1] . 4 } 1) j s : to ! 
yall with a doubie horneipe, lnwhicn 


) 


she will 
Vir. Seales. qunior. 
Alderman Kelly, 
payment of turnpikes 
eIndes the obnoxious trust in ‘nis nel oe by trespassing, 
over a field in the vieinity, 
cannot do better 
oetical rhapsody whieh 


whese ‘avours to resist the 


patriotic onde 


have excited so much attention, invariably 


. . . } bs 
upon his spirited voung donkey, 


After this lengthy prose extract: we 
. ° i aa a 
vind up) our Gems Of i ; £€é East with a 
ra ennnot help t} 1! rahe to the subject. it |S 


than 


king quite Gern 
ration of eatables. 


an exuberant aa 
ryye ety. . es. 
The Kale of Avoca. 
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There’s net in the wide world a cor iy and so sweet, 


ve 4 ‘ . 4 . 
As that pudding at Clitstmas we all of us eat: 
Ob, the Jast dirty brown from my pocket must fly, 
hore a sice Oi that pudding I fail me to buy. 


"Tis not that the cook hes rubbed in with his thumbs. 
currants and pil in f 


thrown 


of plumbs : 
by the will, 


ae sat 
more exquisite Sfril, 


The richest ot 
lear brandy 


thing 


"Eis not the e 
Oh. no' it Is some 


+ 1 “* . é j . a | ‘ , ? . 
thats spread over so rich aud so clear, 


r mouthful they give 


grey ! ’ 
Tis the sauce 


. } ) 
Making every dea dear: 


me ware 


And which shows how the richest of puddings improve, 
When we find served up with a sauce that we love 


et dinner of Christmas! hew long could I cram, 
' beef, or thy turkey and ham 
stantiuls should cease. 


undering piece, 


Higgins. 
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With thiy sirloin of 
And when the snp) 
Vd wind up with of pudding a th 
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bravo! fhnats a good song 
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ike of Gloucester is always sure to meet 

we make a point (whenever 
? . . » _ . 

making it a feature of our 

briefly but very acutely 

far pre- 


A letter from the D 
with attention from us, ind indeed 
he favours us dispatch ) of 


enters 


with a 
following note 
ch 1" } ys CQ} yr] - ! > } uw 
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We 


periodical, The 
into the eriminal eode, and 
sent reformation may be advisable. 


‘7 


rive the letter. 


N LONDON. &3 


To the Editor of Figaro. 


HonourepD Sire, 


[ merely sit down upon the form, and take out my copy book 
to address a few words to you on an important subject. I see 
that strong efforts are m: iking todo away with summary punish- 
ment. Allow me to say these efforts are ill-timed just now, for 
as the summer is coming on, all punishments just now must of 
course be summery. 

Trusting you will see the force of this here, 

[ am, Sir, 
Your’s respectfully, 
(;LOUCESTER. 
PS. Higgius sends his duty. 


THEATRICALS. 


humbug at Drury Lane has had but little 
effect on the coffers of the hero of the 42/7. 12s. per annum, 
and the trick of which he has been guilty, has met with a most 
the first night of the production of 
Bunn rrhiemalll his bill with 


The coronation 


summary exposition, On 
the mournful mummery alluded to, 
a variety of names, including those of TTamburini, Grisi, Rubini, 
Ivanhoff, and others, who appeared for that evening, but 
whose names were, ou the second representation, slily withdrawn 
from the bills, so that Bunn has been endeavouring to ram the 
coronation rubbish down the public throat, without the Italian 
singing, thinking that the deception would not be discovered 
until the parties had actually entered the house, and thus they 
swindled without hope of recovery. We 
‘sitation in proclaiming this to be a deliberate doa, 
mented the ignominy already enveloping, like an 
People who go to 


would find themselves 
have no hie 
which has aug 
avalanche, the head of the pefiét annuitant. 
to hear the Italian singers, find themselves doomed 
the contents of Monmouth-street passing in review 
lnposing title of @ procession, while 
Mears is the wretched substitute for Tamburini, and Shegog 
is the plaintive representative of the absent, but advertised, 
[vauhoff. Shegog and Mears are both talented singers in their 
way, but they are in every Lody’s way on the stage of Drury 
Lane thestre. Mears has been by the sweetness of his 
to melt even the iron spittoons at the cider cellar, while 
gion, the magnificent ball bass of 


Drary Lane 
to look Lp 


before them, under the 


known, 
voice, 
Cannon 
shivered into atoms 


in the same elassie re 


the song-toned Shegog, has several times 


fragile cin-glass, and the sensitively ‘ brittle tohaeco pipe. 
But much as we admire this high style of talent, and most 


undonbted power of voice, we confess we would rather hear 
[yanhot® than Shegog, and would prefer a song from Rubini to 
We certaiuly 
talent, but as notes of the illustrious 
however music i} om iy he the i. i° (5. 


ot \] ‘Ars OT Shegog a 


wicl + 
Wisil iV 


melodious Mear 
to the 


a canticle from the 
patronize native 
duo we have named, 
A. B.C. D., when pa ired from the throat 
we csnnotl help thinking the thro mats aforest ule (| more at ds aps P »¢f to 
double X, than send out the lowest G or most 
harmonious F that was ever shot forth from the lip of mortal. 
In leaving Drury naturally turn with our customary 
benevolence to endeavour to say a good word tor Covent Garde: 

we look at that house we find every thing i 

and alarming state than at the neigh- 
Que of the most unholy attempts that 
and put atonee a 


down 
r 
pane, Wwe 


but alas! when 


even a more deplorable 
establishment. 

was ever made to burke the dramatic 
pitch-plaister on the mouth of the spirit of Shakspeare, cons 


houring 
muse, 


in the introduction to the boards of asacrilegious athlete, who 
has been whirling his impious limbs upon the arm of a windmill 
degradation of that dying drama we have so 
Ou seeing the Covent Garden bills of 


l!-founde 


{o assist in the 
long Jaboured to uphold. 


Tuesday, every oue was d alarm, and 


seized with w 
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in to conclude that a madman was abroad. and at 


naturally beg: 
national 


large under the specious name of lessee of the two 
theatres. Persons were seen examining the posters with teles- 
copes, and other instruments of vision, apparently assuring 
themselves, that they had not mis-read the Covent Garden play 
bill. It was too true: the feature was an athlete !! being 
undertaking to balance backy pipes on his snout, to 
the elegant phraseology of a large baked-tatur-boy-party, that 
occupied the proscenium private box on the evening alluded 

The tacts, we unde rstand, are these, Bunn was walking out on 
(which being pay day is holiday,) and 


according 


Saturday, of course a 


Wi aude rig in the neighbourh ood of vst. (51) S'S. Was sti! ctivel]s 
attracted by the sight of a donkey, that tae towering im 


proud pre-e mine nce over the he ads o f the by “star d ers. support d 
At the lower end of the ladder WwW! 
to whieh 


vy of a very old acquaiitar ce, 


by a ladder as a pinnacle 

a human chin, above white 

take his oath as being the 
‘Dicky, my boy,’ cried 


was a nose, Bunn eould 
proper 
and his well-known 


the ladder and the 


Sunn, voice SY 
startled the donkey er, that 
fell from his chin among the crowd, and a warm recognition 
ensued between the fellow mountebanks. After the first vol- 
eanic burst of friendship had been somewhat cooled by a jug 
of the very smallest beer, the following dialogue ensued between 
the pair, both of them evidently under the influence of the 
paltry decoction of malt to which we have alluded :— 


This is poor work for vou, ant it—what do you 


balane animes] 


Bunn.- 
make ¢ 
Donkey balancer.—Why, ves, 
alternate month, at any rate, for 
sure of me every now and then, as our 
Twiss is of the dolce far niente for a whole term time. 
Bunn.—Well, but can’t you come to one of my theatres, I 
au bring you aah at Covent Garden. What ean you do 


but I get my lodging every 
the house of correction is 
mutual friend Horace 


as 


can 
vou eiSices e ? 


Donkey balancer. Balance ! that I can, any thing but one, 


Bunn.—What’s that my old friend, what can’t you balance ! 
Donkey baiancer.— Your accounts my boy, ha, ha » ha, ) + 
Bunn.—Egad, you'd be a clever fe ‘low if you co wid. , ha, 


ha! but will you come to Covent Garden ? 
Donkey balancer.— Certainly, what will you give me? 
Bunn —A shilling a night, and half a repe of onious, for 
which you will tind salt for our mutual supper. 
Donke yy balancer.—Done, agree rd. 
Bunn.—But what's your how am I to announce 
in the bills 4 
Donkey halancer. 


name, you 


Name! my dear boy. how the dence enn 


[ have a name, when [never knew any one belonging to me. 
Call me what you like. 
Bunn,—Well, then, VIl give you a name, and as a foreign 


one takes best, and I think you'll make a Adt, Vil call vou 
Signor Rap po. 

At this joke they both laughed heartily, and sueh is the 
origin of the engagement of the person who exhibited his 


fright ful foolery On Tuesday night at Covent G: irde I. 

The Surrey, whatever may be the success of its performances, 
cannot, we shoul | think, be doing we l] in a pec td li ry point of 
view, which supposition is the only thing bordering on an excuse, 
(and that a most mean and inefficient tor the heart'ess 
conduct we have heard alleged against oue of its presen { }ro- 
prietors. It seems that Mr. Os baldiston, on the 
Miss Somerville to attend on her mother, who died a few days 
ago, took advantage of her being away from the theatre, to 
forfeit her engagement, and thus to make her attention to a 
most sacred duty the means of depriving her of all support, at 
a time when she must be in the greatest need of it. If these 


one, ) 


abse ce oft 
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facts be true, comment is superfluous: we only hope for the 
sake of humanity, that we have been misinforme don the subject. 

The Victoria has been prolific of novelty for the holida IVS, 
and a piece has been produced there from the pen of the author 
of Griovanne 2” London. We have not yel had lime to see it. 
but we are told that it is in the happiest vein of 
writer. 

The Fitzroy 
burlesque of Waestarus, or 
taken “ stand in popularity almost as 
the Workhouse. The and dancing are of the most 
exquisite order, particularly the barn scene, fitted up for thy 
in which Oxberry, Goll, and others, 
that ni the 


aralla!l ‘ er TIeeErnia Tl 
paraiier, aly PINCH ae 


that facetiou 


has been nightly crammed to witness the new 
The Barn Ball, which has already 
high as Whe Revolt of 
scenery 


corporation step, perowuedls 


ds ot 


with a degree of buoyancy thing, even on DOW! 
King’s Theatre, could 
idiot in the fool’s dance. 
in the awful altitude of 
tation of Mis. Vining is likewise 
in fact the whole perfect 


opera, Mitehell’s acting Wagstavus 


the Oxberry. 


eStes { celeste hey seit 


zoe 
his sallatory Goll’s 


arneh eem ot burlesque, and 


certainiyv out-Cel 


movements. 
the 


that 


. . 1 ' 
piece 18 a paroay on renowned 


Hi Is Of; felicious 


description whieh constantly marks his personations, and in 
the dressing and action he gives a severe dig at Warde. 
the original representative. Manders’s reputation as a dur- 
le BUC ¢ actor, will, if possible, be enhanecd DY his achieve- 


ment in the part of Ankerjohn, and though Oxberry’ s characte 
. his delicious imitation of the voice and manner of out 
Templeton, gives a prominence to the pari 
Miss Chaplin 


s brief 
ae protege, 
which it otherwise would not have acquired. 


only acted with her customary talent as Madame Ankerjioh 
buat introduced a delightful air from The Challenge, which siie 
sang with great taste, and indeed we consider her capable «ot 


doing more in the vocal way thau she has hitherto atte mipted 
Miss Crisp, who is at present one of the most promisi 
assigned to her with gre: 


trom Gestare 


ng sinh CIS 
the day, executed the music 
ability. She introduced the masque: 
and an air from The Challenge, both 
in her hands as in those of Wilson and Miss Shirreif, 

Miss Pettiffer played the part of 
tiger, likely te 


of 
ade song 
as €Miecouve 


of which are 


who sing 
them in the original pieces. 
Phospher, (the mayor's favourite 
enhance the reputation het eterer performan ces have oe one 
, we see, takes p! aces on Monday next, and we try 

small parcels will be inclined 


li 


aomannier 


Hler benefit 


jyhat the encouragers of genius in 

to patronise. She appears on the occasion in anew part, in a 
piece called The Little Duke, written by Mi, Raymond, the 
author of Robert the Devil. 

NOW READY, PRICE ONE SHILLING, 
The Revolt cf the Workhouse, 
By G. A. a’ beckett. Also just published, price one shilling, 
THES SON OF THE SUN, 
or, The Fate of Pha'’ton, 
By the author of the Revolt of the Workhouse. Also just published, price one shilling 
THE KING INCOG., 

By the author of The Son of the Sun, &c. And also is now ready, price one shilling 
the celebrated farce already played upwardsof SiX TY SUCCESSIVE NIGH S&S called 
THE WANDERING MINSTREL, 

By HENRY MAYHEW: 

These pieces are all now performing at the various Prov ncial Theatres, and are 
published by James Miller, 14, Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, agent to the Draina 


\ : + 
Anthors’ Societ 


They are all comprised in Miller’s Edition of the Modern Acting Drama, and may be 
had by order of any Bookseller. 
FINE BEAVER HATS.—EIGHTEEN SHILLINGS. 
Beaver Hats, manufactured by the undersigned Pa- 


and sold at the above Price, will be found 


enty One Shillings. Dealers supplied: 
FRANKS & Co. 


LONDON 


Dv 


retailers at T\ 


fully equal to those gold 


Dy 


f 62, Redcrose Stree. 
( 140, Regent street, Wet 


13, Rolls Buildiogs, Fetter Lane. 
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